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Steve Reeves Unchained—See Page 7 
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No-Smoking N Nazis Take NYC 


W:.: the No-Smoking Na- 
zis have reached the bor- 


ders of New York City. 

There’s a lot of things you 
can say about New York City, 
but the one thing I always 
liked about the place is that it 
was the last place in America 
that respected smokers. Some 
of the office buildings even 
have those little fan systems 
over each desk, so that you 
can smoke while you work. 

And now that I think of it, 
why don’t all office buildings 
have those little smokers’ ex- 
haust systems. If everybody 
really cares about second- 
hand smoke that much, then 
this would seem to be the per- 
fect way to respect the smoker 
and the non-smoker. 

But I’ve suspected for a 
long time that all this I-hate- 
smoking business doesn’t have 
a whole heck of a lot to do with 
second-hand smoke. These 
people don’t hate the smoke. 
They hate the smoker. 

And now they’re trying to 
get some kinda no-smokin or- 
dinance passed in New York 
City. No smokin in any res- 
taurant, any bar, any place atall. 

Of course, even if they pass it, it’ll be enforced 
about the same way they enforce the jaywalkin laws. 
There’s just way too many Pakistanis and French 
guys who smoke 400 cigarettes a day, not to mention 
the Wall Street Corona Grandes. Shoot, even the 
homeless people smoke cigars in New York City. 

But that’s not the point. The point is that these 
people would even dare to try it. 

Okay, look. I’m fed up. 





Cathy Nagan displays Party Pose No. 7 in response to executive 
producer David Gabai’s classic nerd technique in Assault of the 
Party Nerds II: The Heavy Petting Detective. 


If we’re gonna start drawin up ordinances, then 
we oughta give the bar owner or the restaurant 
owner the option. He can put up a sign—WNon- 
Smokin Joint—or he can put up a sign that says 
“Smoke City.” In other words, he can make his place 
an all-smoking environment if he wants to. It’s up to 
him. And then it’s up to everbody else whether they 
wanna go in there or not. 

So if you don’t like smokin, go to a non-smokin 
place. 


If you do like smokin, 
stay away from the non- 
smokin places. 

In other words, let’s 
even up the game here. 

Stand up for yourself. 

Send these Smoke 
Nazis back to Sweden 
where they belong. 

I’m surprised they al- 
low this sorta thing in 
America. It started with 
those dadblamed seat- 
belt laws, and the Goody 
Two-Shoes Lobby has 
been stompin all over us 
ever since. 

I draw the line at non- 
smokin topless bars. 

I’m sorry, but I do. 

And speaking of pa- 
triotic traditions, you 
know there’s still hope 
for the country when 
people keep putting out 
the mindless R-rated teen sex comedy, and we have 
one of the Airhead Champions of 1994 this week—of 
course, I’m speaking of Assault of the Party Nerds II: 
The Heavy Petting Detective. 

How long have we been waiting for this sequel? 

Too long. 
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Director/writer/producer/star Richard Gabai shows Arte Johnson how 
much he’s getting paid for this. 


Richard Gabai is the producer, writer, director, 
star, songwriter and sole casting-couch owner, in the 
sensitive story of a sleazy detective who goes around 
El Lay taking pictures of people In Flagrante 
Aardvarkus, if you know what I mean and I think 
you do, but he’s pressed into service by Grand 
Fraternity Wizard Arte Johnson (yes, that’s right, 
Arte Johnson is in this movie) and told he must save 
his beloved Lambda Alpha Eta brothers—all three of 
them, the only three pathetic guys left in the nerdiest 
fraternity on earth—he must save these geeks from 
being evicted from their frat house by the mean ole 
Zetas. In the name of Geek Solidarity, he accepts the 
challenge, but not before doing lots of topless scenes 
with B-movie superstars Linnea Quigley and Mich- 
elle Bauer. 

In other words, absolutely no plot to get in the 
way of the story. 

My kinda flick. 

No dead bodies. Eight breasts. Multiple 


Victory Over Time! 


Legendary Stan Kohlberg, who owned a 
huge chain of midwestern drive-ins in the fif- 
ties, slowly sold them off as the drive-in de- 
clined, and barely survived through the chilly 
eighties, is rebuilding and reopening the Delavan 
Outdoor Theater in Delavan, Wisconsin, be- 
cause he’s convinced the drive-in is making a 
comeback. We need more Americans like this. 
Walter Szewczyk of Lombard, Illinois, reminds 
us that, with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will 
never die. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Exploring Ava’s Hot Spots 


The life of a 
successful B- 
movie actor/ac- 
tress is filled with 
a vast number of 
days per month in 
which they are not 
working on a film. 
Because most B 
movies are made 
on small budgets, 
the production 
schedules usually 
run an average of 
three weeks of ac- 
tual shooting 


places across North 
America and 
Mexico, with beau- 
tiful actress Jane 
Hamilton (Beauty 
School, Cleo /Leo). 
Their research 
took them to some 
fascinating places 
as they uncovered 
seductive hotels, 
hot lingerie stores, 
nude beaches, and 
even a topless gym 
in Dallas. This year 


Melissa Anne Moore Cadell has come up 


time. A starring =_ ees §=owith another sexy 


role in a B-movie may take only 
a week or two to shoot, and most 
actors/actresses do an average of 
four to five films a year (with the 
exception of the busiest woman 
in Hollywood, Julie Strain) 
leaving them with plenty of time 
on their hands. This has com- 
pelled some of them to find fun 
sidelines to employ themselves. dia. 

Last year buxom glamor girl 
Ava Cadell (Hard Hunted), who 
has a journalism background, 
wrote Hot Spots, a book on sexy 


aardvarking. Gratuitous Hungarian deejay. 
Gratuitous Burt Ward. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Tane McClure, as the 
ultra-slutty mini-skirted bimbo secretary; 
Rhonda Shear, for having nothing to do in the 
movie but doing it quite well, as a hick bimbo 
who snorts like a horse and lounges around in 
a bikini; Richard Gabai, for writing a part for 
himself where he rides around on a motorized 
skateboard and dresses in drag at a health 
spa; Linnea Quigley, as the super-tramp gold- 
digging hairdresser; Michelle Bauer, as the 
lonely belching housewife; Gloria Marie Perez, 
as the sensible girlfriend who says “You can’t 
be a party nerd forever”; Christopher 
Dempsey, as the Yuppie villain who says 
“Welcome to Bud’s House of Pain!”; and, of 
course, Spridle Pollak, as the head nerd, for 
being named Spridle Pollak and for saying 
“Does a one-legged duck swim in circles?” 
Two and a half stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 


idea, the album Sounds of Sex, 
which will be released on 
Valentine’s Day for Tuxedo Mu- 
sic. Cadell is featured on the al- 
bum, performing songs that are 
accompanied by the sounds of sex 
in the background. And Cadell 
has recently been approached 
about doing a sexual encyclope- 


Peter Spellos, who is best 
known for his role as grungy mur- 
der suspect Orville Ketchum in 
Sorority House Massacre 2 and 
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Hard to Die, has lent his voice to 
the syndicated cartoon series 
Battle Tek, playing the charac- 
ter of Captain Miles Hawkins. 
Spellos has also come up with 
one of the most inventive ways to 
showcase an actor’s talents. He 
and fellow actor and friend Tom 
Anderson (Puppetmaster) per- 
form improvisational skits for big 
corporations such as Apple Com- 
puters, incorporating the 
company’s business language 
and information into the skit. 

Logan/Beaucage Produc- 
tions is in pre-production on the 
comedy Chat With the Bat, a 
spoof on Anne Rice’s Interview 
With a Vampire. Ricky Dean 
Logan produces and Robert 
Beaucage writes and directs the 
Airplane-styled comedy. The lead 
character, LeRat, does a spoof on 
Tom Cruise dancing Risky Busi- 
ness-Style in full vampire rega- 
lia. 

—Melissa Moore 

If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 76221. 











Two legends, Linnea and Michelle, nerding it up. 


Youve got your card-carrying linebacker lesbo, and then there's the... 


Semi-Sorta Part-Time Lesbo 


have a question for the Lesbos. 

Now. Before we get our panties in a bunch 
again, lemme explain that I use the term “Lesbo” 
with all due respect to the ancient island of Lesbos, 
where modern-day lesbianism, better known as two 
women diddlin one another, was invented. The last 


time I got on this subject, I spent three days in 
Parkland Hospital after three ladies in plaid shirts 
beat in the back of my head with their Birkenstocks. 

Like I was sayin, I respectfully would like to get 
an answer, from the Lesbos, to the following ques- 
tion: 

Is it possible to turn Lesbo? 

People talk about this all the time. They say, 
“Well, after that third divorce, she just went plumb 





Cassandra Leigh can’t understand why her body language 
would give men the wrong idea, in Midnight Tease. 


lesbo on us.” 

Or they say, “She’s a lesbian, but she has a 
boyfriend. She’s just doing it till she gets out of 
college.” 

Or they say, “She didn’t become a lesbo until she 
met Bambi. They just sort of hit it off.” 

Now, the only reason I ask is that, 
for the last thirty years, the whole 
gay-rights movement has been trying 
to drum it into everbody that being 
gay is not a choice. It’s somethin you 
are. Somethin you're born with. In 
fact, the debate on this subject is guar- 
anteed to start riots in most parts of 
Greenwich Village and every block of 
Castro Street. Being gay is not 
somethin you do, or don’t do, dependin 
on how you feel that day. 

So what I’m askin, because I re- 
ally don’t know the answer, and please 
don’t kill me for askin, is: 

Which is it? Are you born a lesbo? 
Or do you become a lesbo? 

Are there two-year-old lesbos 
walkin around out there, hopin they 
can grow up and dress up like NFL 
linebackers? Or are they hetero until 
they get to be 15, then they get burned 
by a jerk boyfriend, then they start 
shoppin at the Timberland boot store? 

Because, if theyre born that way, 
then a lot of em are actin like they 
were not born that way. 

And some of them that say theyre 
lesbo are sendin some awfully weird 
sexual signals to perfectly normal 
heterosexual men who are gettin 
mighty confused—even before that 
third Meisterbrau. What are these 
ladies doin—toyin with our emotions? 
Playin sisterhood games that are so 
mysterious we'll never figure em out? 
Is this why—from the male point of 
view—most women in single bars 
spend the night sayin “Come here come here come 
here come here come here... go away”? 

Cause I really wanna know. I really do. Some- 
body please tell me. I can’t figure out everything. 

Speaking of great trends in modern American 
culture, we have yet another topless-bar flick this 
week—Midnight Tease, starring the two enormous 
talents of Cassandra Leigh. Cassandra is a perfectly 
happy dancer in a Nekkid Garbonza Joint who 


decides that something might be wrong when she 
starts having dreams where she slits the throats of 
all her customers and all the other dancers. She tells 
her sad story to sympathetic psychiatrist Edmund 
Halley, and pretty soon the shrink is down at the 
club, sittin on the front row, doling out twenties for 
table dances. This makes Cassandra just a little 
upset, but she’s got much bigger things to worry 
about, because all the dancers she dreamed were 
dying, are dying. 

Is it the jerk bartender J.J.? 

Is it the drooling shrink? 

Is it Cassandra herself? She just doesn’t know it 
yet? 

Is it Cassandra’s new big-breasted roommate, 
the young, innocent Amy, who just hit town and 
hopes to make it big as a topless dancer? 

Is it... well, whoever it is, all I got to say is that 
we got a whole lot of G-strings here, and we got some 
serious flesh flounder. 

My kinda flick. 

Ten dead bodies. One hundred twenty-six breasts. 
(Best of ’94.) Multiple throat-slitting. Obligatory 
incest subplot. Bloody fruit. Aardvarking. S&M Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Stephanie 
Sumers, a long-haired blonde who works in a cowgirl 
outfit and says “God, I hate men”; Rachel Reed, as 
the Goody Two-Shoes New Girl who says “Yow’re the 
nicest person I’ve ever met” and “Do you really think 
I'll get to dance someday?”; Ashley Riley, the blonde 








Rachel Reed teaches Cassandra a few new 
moves. 











Cassandra Shows what a spiked heel can do 
for a frilly little girl’s ankle sock. 

dancer who works in a white bikini and says “God, I 
hate men—maybe I'll become a lesbian—on second 
thought, I hate women, too”; Todd Joseph, as the 
kinky sleazoid bartender with a switchblade who 
screams “I should call your truant officer!”; and 
Cassandra Leigh, as the troubled young dancer- 
with-a-heart-of-darkness who says “Is this what you 
came here for? You wanna see me naked?” and 
“You're just like the rest of em! You make me sick!” 
and “I take off my clothes for hundreds of men every 
night. Sometimes I even like it.” 

Three and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Victory Over Greed! 


The Cascade Drive-In in West Chicago, IIli- 
nois, is still pulling in enormous crowds on week- 
ends, and owners Jeff Kohlberg and Poppy Cataldo 
have restored the old bottle-warmer service from 
the fifties. You get a free bottle warmer for the 
baby at the concession stand. This makes sense 
when you realize that Kohlberg and Cataldo are 
the son and daughter of legendary drive-in pro- 
moter Stan Kohlberg, who once owned the largest 
drive-in chain in the Midwest and invented many 
of the promotions of his day, like circus acts 
between movies, pony rides, and miniature golf. 
Walter Szewczyk of Lombard reminds us that, 
with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 






















W:: been 
checking out 
Elvira’s new calen- 
dar, full of suitably 
macabre poses and, 
as Barney Rubble 
would say, “Va-va- 
va-voom!” Our fa- 
vorite month dis- 
plays the Mistress 
of the Dark reclin- 
ing on a black furry 
rug, wearing . 

nothing. Try to find 
it in bookstores— 
it’s published by 
Landmark Calen- 


GRapevine 


... WMherein We report From the 
underground, Ehe counter-culture, 
the ou€-of-€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, ano other 
places where misfits dwell. 


a 


mouth. The postal 
high sheriffs de- 
cided it wouldn’t be 
PC to promote 
smoking, so they got 
rid of the cigarette. 
Steve “Skeever” 
Alberts of CapSoul 
Reviews points out 
the irony of the 
stamp controversy: 
“Don’t they know 
that smoking was 
the least of his 
‘problem’ traits? 
Did he not sing ‘I’m 
gonna beat my 


dars—or send $10.99 to: Queen B Productions, 14755 woman till I get satisfied?’ Wasn’t he the most 


Ventura Blvd. #1-710, Sherman Oaks, CA 914038. 





Elvira in July. Pass that gal some Coppertone. 


Postage stamp censorship alert! As if the U.S. 31-62 29th St. #6M, Astoria, NY 11106. 
Postal Service doesn’t have enough going on, orches- e 


trating yet another insidious postal rate hike, they 
have to go picking on a commemorative stamp which 
was originally to feature mysterious blues great 
Robert Johnson with a cigarette hanging out of his 
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convincing icon ever to claim (and brag about) sell- 
€ ing his soul to the devil?” Speculation about Satanism 


pervades’~ the 
myth of Robert 
Johnson, an 
unremarkable 
musician who be- 
came a musical 
genius “over- 
night,” living fast 
and dying vio- 
lently before he 
was 30. CapSoul 
Reviews is conver- 
sational in tone, 
containing 24 
chatty pages of 
music news, re- 
views and car- 
toons, with a fo- 
cuson R&B (asthe 
title suggests). 
This kitchen table 
paste-up quar- 
terly reviews vin- 
tage 45s and 
lesser-known flip- 
sides (among 
other’ things), 
compares album 
covers and offers 
general music 
commentary. For 
a sample, write: 
CapSoul Reviews, 


He was the most popular actor in the world in 
1961. He wrestled the Hydra. He flexed his muscles. 
He rescued virgins. He flexed his muscles. He starred 
in no less than 16 movies. He flexed his muscles. And 


he, who paved the way for later 
mega-hulky action superheros, 
has never received a star on the 
Hollywood Walk of Fame. Lest 
we forget, before Conan, there 
was Hercules. George Helmer, 
who puts out the Steve Reeves 
International Society Newsletter, 
not only intends to procure that 
elusive star for the immortal 
Steve Reeves, but hopes to es- 
tablish a memorabilia museum to 
commemorate his life, career and 
impact on body-building. The slick 
eight-page publication is avail- 7 ai ‘ 
able to SRIS members, and in- [ee 4 
cludes a historical perspective, 
an interview with the Legend 
himself on nutrition and fitness, 
and extensive nutritional infor- 
mation on Steve’s original-for- 
mula vitamin supplement, which 
can be ordered through the news- 
letter. For further information on 
the vitamins, newsletter or mem- 
bership, write: Steve Reeves In- 
ternational Society, P.O. Box 
2625, Malibu, CA 90265. 
€ 

Take a coupla guys with too 
much time on their hands, cross 
em with a little vino and a king- 
sized commitment to the under- 
ground press, and what have you 
got? Wow Cool, a poster-sized one- 
sheet catalog which serves pri- 
marily as an outlet for comic zines. 
Josh Petrin and Mare Ar- 
senault are the culprits behind 
it all, peddling works that include 
characters like Pee Dog, Too Much 
Coffee Man, and Harvey the Hillbilly Bastard. We 
can vouch for the caliber of many of the cartoonists 
represented, having published them ourselves in 
The Joe Bob Report at one time or another. One side 
of the poster/catalog contains the lists and ordering 
information for zines, music and comics. The other 
side is covered with a gigantic cartoon by our friend 
Mark Martin, designed specifically for Wow Cool. 
Like most of his work, it is absolutely jam-packed 
with a dizzying array of weird characters, images 
and visual puns, sprawling across the jumbo page. 
Check out Josh and Marc’s e-catalog version of Wow 
Cool on the Cool Beans BBS out of Berkeley, or write: 
Wow Cool, Shattuck Sq. #149, Berkeley, CA 94704. 

e 

The prize for the most novel approach to a CD 
compilation tape would have to go to the Telegraph 
Street Music 22-cut CD. It spotlights the work of 





Steve “The Beefmeister” Reeves always dressed like this, but 
never had to scratch. 


various Berkeley street musicians, and comes with 
an accompanying 56-page pictorial zine, providing a 
little insight into the lives behind the music. Ace 
Backwords of Twisted Image Records describes the 
project as follows: “Mostly this thing was slapped 
together with glue and Scotch tape by a bunch of 
impoverished crazies on a recording budget of like 
200 bucks (including beer and drugs!).” It’s a musical 
smorgasbord, with styles ranging from a capella to 
acoustic guitar to rhythmic drum-beating. Throw in 
some general ranting, sixties flower-child raving, 
and a scary psychedelic discourse sounding a little 
like Saturday Night Live’s Adam Sandler on LSD, 
and you've got an interesting little body of work that 
has better production values than the budget would 
indicate. The CD-zine set goes for $15, payable to: 
Twisted Image, 1630 University Ave., #26, Berkeley, 
CA 94703. 


Reviews by the Science Fiction & Fantasy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


Army OF DARKNESS 


99 6. 


“Unbelievably terrific” “very funny” third installment in 
“genius” director Sam Raimi’s Evil Dead series, starring “class 
act” Bruce Campbell, who “carries the whole movie’ as Ash, the 
shotgun-toting, chainsaw-wielding department store clerk who 
gets time-warped into the Dark Ages, where demons like his 73 
Oldsmobile but not his designs on local beauty Embeth Davidtz, 
“nice” in a “turnaround role” as a peasant girl/evil witch. Campbell 
has to fight an army of zombies before he can retrieve the 
Necronomicon (Book of the Dead) and get back home. “It kinda 
comes off like Home Alone in the 14th century.” “The frenetic 
pacing and combination of quirky insider humor and genuine 
horror reminds me of Carpenter’s Big Trouble in Little China— 
too quirky to bea big hit, but terrific.” “Always interesting, always 
moving, never a boring shot in the whole movie.” “A great mix of 
humor, horror and special effects. Some 
good Three Stooges action with the zom- 
bies and skeletons.” “What happened to 
the ending of Evil Dead 2, where they 
worshipped Ash? Isn’t he ever going to 
run out of bullets or gas?” “Is that really 
Bridget Fonda? Wow, even without 
talking, she’s great!” Minority opinions: 
“The unrelieved satire drags at times. 
Raimi rips off the original Saw, the vor- 
tex from The Final Countdown, and 
Michael Renne’s speech from The Day 
the Earth Stood Still. H.P. Lovecraft 
invented the Necronomicon Ex Mortis.” 
“It’s all too cute but terribly clumsy. I 
knew I hated Raimi, and I still know it. 
He’s a directorial klutz.” Campbell has 
the best lines, including “All right, you 
primitive screwheads!” and “Good, bad, 
I’m the guy with the gun,” and “Name’s 
Ash. Housewares.” One hundred sev- 
enty-one dead bodies. Two breasts. One 
motor vehicle chase. Thirty-two explosions. Fried face. Nail in 
foot. Stoning. Swordfights. Blood geyser. Primitive robotics. 
Exploding tombstones. Arms roll. Legs roll. Heads roll. Kung Fu. 
Chainsaw Fu. Cast: Richard Grove (“good” as Lord Henry the 
Red), lan Abercrombie (Wiseman), Marcus Gilbert (Arthur), 
Michael Earl Reid (Goldtooth), Timothy Patrick Quill (Black- 
smith). Writers: Sam Raimi, Ivan Raimi. [Universal/MCA-Uni- 
versal. 1993.] Overall rating: 90. 


REATURE FROM ee 
THE BLACK LAGOON 


“Impeccable” “classic” that “stands the test of time,” about 
scientists in the Amazon, led by the “excellent” “misogynistic” 
Richard Carlson, searching forthe prehistoric remains ofa Gill 
Man, the “missing link” between fish and mammals. Soon the 
expedition is terrorized by a descendant of the Gill Man “witha 
taste for blondes.” The “wonderful” “beautiful” Julia Adams is 
the “old-style melodrama heroine”—“mostly there to scream on 
cue” as the living fossil falls in love with her—and “slimy” 
Richard Denning is “the greedy showboating grant-getter.” 
“Originally shown in 3-D, this film is the groundwork for dozens 
of lesser films. Beautiful creature design and acting.” “The 
creature costume out-acts every human in the movie.” “Greatest 
rubber suit ever designed.” “One of the best of the fifties monster 
flicks. The scientists are given part of the blame.” “I love the way 
they explain to each other, ‘Well, doctor, as you know...” “This 
is the only ‘modern’ Universal film to have a plastic model in the 
early sixties, joining Frankenstein, Dracula, the Wolfman and 


94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 


74-65 Pathetic 
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Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


79-75 Watchable 


64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Science Fiction 
& Fantasy Records 


Highest rating: 94 (Blade Runner: 
The Director’s Cut, 1982/93). 


Lowest rating: 62 
(Shredder Orpheus, 1989). 


the Mummy. It laid the groundwork for movies like Alien.” “Nice 
opening narrative—pompous and pretentious.” “The music is 
great. These cuts define fifties monster movies.” “It spawned a 
great rock song (‘Creature From the Black Lagoon’), written by 
Bill Murphy and recorded by Welsh Rocker and producer Dave 
Edmunds.” “Good underwater photography.” “There’s only so 
long you can look at fish swim by before you feel like you’re 
watching the Discovery Channel, but the underwater photogra- 
phy is unbelievable! I see things today that don’t come close to 
looking technically or artistically as good as this dated piece.” Six 
dead bodies. Ten explosions. Spear gun Fu. Cast: Antonio 
Moreno (“has a hard time deciding whether his accent is Spanish 
or Russian” as paleontologist Carl Maia), Nestor Paiva (Capt. 
Lucas), Whit Bissell (Dr. Thompson), Bernie Gozier (Zee), 
Henry Escalante (Chico). Writers: Harry Essex, Arthur Ross 
(“believable,” “dialogue quite good”). Director: Jack Arnold 
(“solid,” “good”). [Universal International. 
1954.] Overall rating: 88. 


[HE FLASH 


Originally aired as a television pilot, 
this “slick” “enjoyable” “first-rate rendition” 
of the famous comic book has become a 
major video hit in Europe. Central City is 
being terrorized by a biker gang led by a 
“lunatic renegade cop,” the “not very con- 
vincing” Michael Nader, who “shows noth- 
ing new” as “just your standard biker punk 
psycho.” He kills the brother ofa meek crime 
lab chemist, the “decent” “convincing” John 
Wesley Shipp. But through a freak weather 
accident, Shipp acquires super-speed (he 
can run up to 600 miles per hour) and be- 
comes the costumed hero, The Flash. He 
then gets revenge on the bikers with the 
help of a “harried scientist,” “believable and 
interesting” Amanda Pays, “one perky little 
Brit” who “does a good job with a potentially sappy role.” “It falls 
somewhere between dark, sinister Batman and day-glow Dick 
Tracy. It’s allneon hues right down to the hokey neon tubes used 
for the ‘imaging resonator.” “This was one of CB9’ best series. It’s 
a shame the show couldn’t find an audience.” “Oh, joy. Women in 
shiny leather miniskirts. My heart’s all aflutter. Network TV can 
only do so much, can’t it?” “It shares common cast members with 
Full Moon’s Trancer films. It also appears to have been shot by 
the same crew.” “Good special effects.” “Shipp’s idiotic suit looks 
grotesque.” “Typical mindless television fare. There’s no meat to 
the story. This is purely cops-and-robbers and revenge.” Minority 
opinion: “I enjoyed reading The Flash comic books, but I could 
barely get through this film. It has all the ‘stock’ scenes, right 
down tothe final battle inside an oil refinery type building.” Shipp 
has the best line: “Now I know I’m in trouble. The Kibbles look 
good.” Eleven dead bodies. Two motor vehicle chases. Twelve 
explosions. Motorcycle flipping. Kung Fu. Cast: Paula Marshall 
(“does not come across as a complete flake” as the artist/girlfriend 
Iris), Tim Thomerson (“heavy emoting,” “one excellent scene,” 
“wasted in anice guy role” as Jay Allen, the Flash’s brother), Biff 
Maynard (“funny” as Murphy the cop), M. Emmett Walsh 
(“gratuitous,” “fine” as the Flash’s father Henry Allen), Richard 
Belzer (“gratuitous” as Joe Kline), Alex Desert (“unconven- 
tional” as beatnik-type forensic scientist Julio), Priscilla Pointer 
(Nora Allen), Lycia Naff (Lila), Robert Hooks (Chief Arthur 
Cooper), Patrie-Allen (Eve Allen), Vito D’Ambrosio (Bellows), 
Wayne Pere (Rick), Justion Burnette (Shawn Allen). Writers: 
Danny Bilson, Paul DeMeo (“decent adaptation,” “reasonably 
compelling”). Director: Robert Iscore (“good action”). [Warner. 


1990/92.] Overall rating: 85. 
J NVADER 


“Very ambitious” “energetic” low-budget thriller about a 
tabloid reporter, the “decent” Hans Bachman, sent to do a story 
about aliens massacreing soldiers, only to discover that aliens 
really have taken over. It turns out that “our brilliant military has 
decided to use an alien intelligence found in a spaceship in the 
middle of the desert to run their new F-23 fighter.” The 
problem is, the aliens want to run more than just 
airplanes, and they have a 150-foot “flag-waving” 
mega-robot that has taken on the personality of its 
creator, the “insanely patriotic” colonel, Rich 
Foucheux (“really sucks”). The reporter and a Penta- 
gon officer, the “excellent” A. Thomas Smith, must 
now stop a “cyber-patriot” computer virus from spread- 
ing—before it starts World War III. “A paranoid In- 
vaders From Mars with a splash of Terminator for 
good measure. Thoroughly enjoyable.” “The editing is 
done by writer/director/FX man Philip Cook, and 
ranks with the best. Most editors don’t seem to under- 
stand how to cut action scenes, to eek out the most 
tension. Not so Cook. Give him some real money and 
watch out!” “A good story line and better than usual B- 
movie actors.” “The production values are excellent 
for a B movie. This flick has the most extensive use of 
models I’ve seen in ages. It reminds me of some of the 
forties air war movies, but with much better model 
work.” “Nostory progression. It goes from slow, boring 
everyday life, to a government accident, to an alien 
invasion within minutes.” “All the actors are totally 
ridiculous.” “Smith is better than this deserves. ’m 
surprised I haven’t seen him in ‘real’ movies.” “Inter- 
esting flight effects, but the shots of D.C. from the air 
look like they were done on an Atari 2600. Silly LSD- 
like effects.” “Stinkola cliche-ridden drivel. An anti- 
communist movie! So, are we advocating attacking 
Cuba?” “Stupid dialogue.” Twenty-six dead bodies. Two-headed 
dog. Mutant goats. Teenage Martian ninjas. Alien mind ray. One 
motor vehicle chase. One air battle. Fifty explosions. Cast: John 
Cooke (“good” as Gen. John Anheiser), Robert Diedermann 
(“standout” as Harvey Briggs), Allison Sheehy (Sandy), Ralph 
Bluemke (“excellent” as tabloid editor Rogers). [21st Century/ 
Vidmark. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 82. 


JPRAGGLE ROCK 
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“Cute” but “boring” children’s series with “great puppetry by 
Jim Henson,” “but lacking even the smallest hint of Henson 
charm or humor,” starring the Fraggles, Doozers and Gorgs, 
“annoying races of puppets” who live in tunnels beneath an old 
workshop. “What a snoozer.” “Imaginative writing, educational 
story lines. The production design is very impressive, quite 
realistic.” “If you're older than three, it tends to be a little boring. 
The Fraggles are not Henson’s highest creation.” “A cut above the 
usual kids fare.” “I guess it’s so correct and non-violent it has to 
be good. Blegh!” “The music is upbeat and fun without being 
obnoxious, and there’s no preachiness about the themes. I love it.” 
“Lots of shots of characters standing in front of screens where the 
action is projected.” “This is the worst Muppeteering work ever. 
The Muppets hop like we hopped our dolls as kids. The articula- 
tion of the mouthsis piss-poor, and the whole thing has the finish 
of Barney the Dinosaur. The Fraggles all look alike.” Puppeteers: 
Jerry Nelson (Gobo, Marjory the Trash Heap, voice of Pa Gorg), 
Dave Goelz (Boober, Traveling Matt, Philo), Steve Whitmire 
(Wembley, Sprocket), Kathryn Mullen (Mokey), Karen Prell 
(Red), Richard Hunt (voice of Junior Gorg), Gerry Parkes 
(Doc), Patricia Leeper, Gordon Robertson, Robert Mills, 
Myra Freed. Writers: Jerry Juhl, Nauna Phillips, Susan 
Juhl, Judith Vangliese, Jocelyn Stevenson, B.P. Nichol, 
Robert Sandler, David Young. Directors: Henson, Terry 


Maskell, George Bloomfield, Doug Williams, Eric Till. [Jim 
Henson. 1982/93.] Overall rating: 80. 


[PLANET OF BLOOD 


“Typical mid-sixties acid-trip sci-fi” set in the distant future 
of 1990 (!), when everyone can travel to and from the moon. An 
alien race crashes on Mars, so a “brainy” space scientist, the 





the revolution in genius Sam Raimi’s incredible Evil Dead sequel, 
Army of Darkness. 


survivor turns out to be “creepy” green-skinned vampire Flo- 
rence Marley, who “chows down” on a “pert and youthful” 
Dennis Hopper before the crew discovers her true nature. They 
keep her alive with blood plasma, but she prefers the real stuff, 
especially in the form of mission commander Robert Boon. It 
takes the combined efforts of “subpar” biologist/physician Judi 
Meredith and “somewhat dense” John Saxon to get her under 
control, but not before she deposits pulsating eggs all over the 
ship. (Saxon says things like, “That’s the one bad thing about 
space trips—no banana splits.”) “Typical film of the genre— 
wooden dialogue, overdone music, and every mechanical device 
has to light up and make noise.” “An atmospheric movie in the 
same field as It! The Terror from Beyond Space and Alien.” “A 
precursor to Lifeforce.” “Nothing seems to happen for long peri- 
ods of time. People stand around looking very intense.” “These 
are some stupid-looking spacesuits.” “Rathbone is far too big for 
a film this small. His ‘presence’ messes up the continuity.” “The 
special effects scenes are stolen from the Soviet movie Planeta 
Berg. You don’t even have to look closely to spot the red stars on 
the fins of the space ships.” The best line: “They’re scientists, 
Allan; they know what they’re doing.” Four dead bodies. Cast: 
Don Eitner (Tony Barratto), Forrest J. Ackerman (“gratu- 
itous”). Writer/Director: Curtis Harrington (“leaden script”). 
Alternate title: Queen of Blood. [American International. To 
order, send $16 to Scorched Earth Productions, P.O. Box 101083, 
Denver, CO 80210. 1966.] Overall rating: 79. 


[BREEDERS 


“Convoluted” “Alien rip-off’? about some black slime mon- 
sters from outer space that emerge from the Manhattan sewers 
covered with brick dust, then start raping “lascivious ‘virgins” 
and taking them to an Alien Hot Tub underneath the Empire 
State Building, where they are “bathed in alien semen in a giant 


clamshell,” while the aliens wait for these impregnated “spastic 
zombie women” to hatch younguns. The hot tub is tracked down 
by a black doctor, the “terrible” Teresa Farley, and “wooden” 
New York police detective Lane Lewman, who is both “too 
wimpy and “too young ee 
to be a New York detec- < 
tive.” It allleads toa “nice 
Brian De Palma rip-off— 
the final nightmare 
scene.” “This one has all 
the earmarks of cheap 
San Francisco porn— 
lousy supermarket mu- 
sic, no actors, breast 
closeups. Joe Bob would 
love it!” “An update of 
the old Mars Needs 
Women.” “Low-budget 
Alien / Inseminoid rip-off 
strained through Inva- 
sion of the Body Snatch- 
ers.” “Unbelievable 
scenes include a profes- 
sional model with tan 
lines, only one cop avail- 
able to combat aliens, 
girls walking nude 
through a hospital with 
no questions asked, and 
five virgins in a milkbath.” “None of the actresses (particularly 
the ones doing nude aerobics) are very convincing virgins.” “All 
of the rapees are more animated after they become zombies.” 
“Farley gives one of the worst performances I’ve ever seen. She 
just stands there and recites.” Twelve dead bodies. Forty breasts. 
One exploding head. Face-slashing. Alien flambe. Gratuitous 
bikini modeling. Electrocution Fu. Cast: Mae Cerar (“good” ina 
“small but pivotal role” as Ted’s mom), Frances Raines (“hor- 
rible” as Karensa), Natalie O’Connell (“annoying as hell” as 
Dona, “the squeaky little victim girl”), Amy Brentano (Gail), 
Adriane Lee (“good” as Alec, a photographer’s stylist). Writer/ 
Director: Tom Kincaid (“cheap,” “badly shot”). [Entertainment 
Concepts/Wizard. 1986.] Overall rating: 77. 


D OCTOR WHO: 
THE TOM BAKER YEARS 


The “wry” “charming” Tom Baker, looking like “an over- 
grown Harpo Marx,” spends a “pretty sad” three hours reminisc- 
ing about his seven years and 178 performances as the star of the 
BBC series Doctor Who, playing the scholarly hero who travels 
through time and space to save the galaxy from evildoers. 
Unfortunately, he can’t remember much about any of the one- 
minute clips from the show beginning in 1974, and the clips 
themselves are “truly intelligible only to someone who has 
memorized every episode of those seven years.” The tape also 
includes a couple of news reports relating to Baker’s marriage to 
aco-star and his departure from the show. “Three hours of inside 
jokes.” “To hear Baker say that he wrongly thought he would use 
his Doctor Who experience as a springboard to other acting roles 
is almost poignant. He is as typecast as Leonard Nimoy. But he 
does say ‘Once I was absolutely adored worldwide,’ and nobody 
can take that away from him.” “The idea really doesn’t work in 
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The Fraggles, Doozers and Gorgs all tend to blend into 
one big Muppeteering mess in Fraggle Rock. 


this format. Baker really doesn’t remember anything about the 
story lines or actors, so the narration is pointless.” “I find Baker’s 
inability to remember early episodes quite disconcerting.” “Doc- 
tor Who special effects are the lowest of the low-budget.” “The tiny 
snippets of episodes are meaningless on 
their own, and Baker’s unrehearsed com- 
ments consist largely of ‘I don’t recall— 
let’s look at another one.” “It can be 
funny when he can’t remember or gets 
facts wrong and subtitles are run to 
point out the errors.” “You must be a 
Doctor Who fan, or ‘Whovian, to appre- 
ciate or even understand this.” “Typi- 
cally cheesy BBC special effects, includ- 
ing the first monster ’ve seen whose 
head isa goldfish bow] with bicycle horns 
sticking out of it.” Sixteen dead bodies. 
Nine explosions. Fistfight. Rubber octo- 
pus. Kung Fu. Producer/Director: John 
Nathan Turner. [BBC/Fox. 1992/93. ] 
Overall rating: 73. 


J 1pEo US SUN DEMON 
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“Cheap” “mediocre” “reverse were- 
wolf movie” produced by, directed by and 
starring “cute but poignant” Robert 
Clarke as a hung-over scientist who 
“gets accidentally exposed to enough 
radiation to mutate the whole city of Billings, Montana.” The 
result is that, when exposed to sunlight, his skin turns him into 
“one of our reptilian ancestors—kind of like lupus witha bite.” He 
hides out at home for a while, but is forced into the light by his 
weakness for alcohol and fast women—especially lounge singer 
Nan Peterson, a “Marilyn sound-alike.” This leads to a “perma- 
nent demonic state” and a “violent” ending in which he kills her 
ex-boyfriend and is hounded by the cops. “Kind of the ultimate 
Coppertone commercial.” “This is a slice of history. Post-bomb, 
pre-Bay of Pigs combination of atomic romantic mysticism and 
paranoia.” “he Sun Demon makeup is one of the best rubber 
suits ’ve seen.” “One of the slowest-moving films I’ve seen. Makes 
Mars Needs Women look like Citizen Kane in comparison.” “When 
he’s not in his demon suit, Clarke’s idea of acting is a brooding, 
furrowed-brow look.” “Why are all these old sci-fi movies obsessed 
with isotopes? I mean, what’s the big deal about changes in outer- 
shell electrons? Reverse evolution—it’s a wonder the Creation 
Science people didn’t ask for equal time.” “The science fiction in 
this movie is an outstanding prediction of what could happen. In 
1959 geneticists were studying newts, salamanders and other 
creatures that have the ability to regenerate. Geriatrics, where 
tissue also de-differentiates, had not yet been coined as a term, 
and nobody knew this happened in humans.” Four dead bodies. 
Dead dog. Rat squeezing. Cast: Patricia Manning (“mediocre,” 
“mewling, conventional piss-willy concerned only with her own 
self’? as Ann Lansing), Patrick Whyte, Fred La Porta, Peter 
Similuk, Robert Barry, Donna King, Xandra Conkling, Del 
Courtney, Cass Richards. Writer: E.S. Seeley, Jr., from an 
original idea by Clarke, Phil Hiner. Additional dialogue: Doane 
Hoag. Alternate titles: Blood on His Lips, The Sun Demon, 
Terror from the Sun. [Pacific International. To order, send $16 to 
Scorched Earth Productions, P.O. Box 101083, Denver, CO 
80210. 1959.] Overall rating: 73. 





Members of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Committee are Scott Atkinson, Director of Financial Aid, State University 
of New York/Brockport, Rochester, N.Y.; Clarke Blacker, computer graphics artist/guitarist, Lantana, Fla.; Karl Bunker, 
mechanical technician, Brookline, Mass.; Scott A. Cupp, senior field auditor for Montgomery Ward, Garland, Tex.; Christo- 
pher Donahue, electrical engineer, Garland, Tex.; Scott E. Green, writer, Manchester, N.H.; Morrie Mullins, college student/ 
writer, North Little Rock, Ark.; Mare Newman, systems programmer/part-time Internet BBS sysop, Houston; Bryan Renfro, 
Louisville, Ky.; Andrew Roller, erotic fiction author and publisher, Sacramento; Conrad Rubinkowski, attorney, Springfield, 
Ill.; Cliff Runkle, computer programmer, Vallejo, Calif.; Kathy Runkle, chemist and writer, Vallejo, Calif.; and Kathryn 


Stuckey, horticulture teacher, Menlo Park, Calif. 
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The FCC doesnt stand for the same thing anymore... 


F'CC: For Complete Control 


kay, ’m gonna say it one more time. 
It’s time to abolish the FCC. 

The only purpose of the FCC, when it was formed 
in the twenties, was to assign frequencies on the 
airwaves so that everbody didn’t try to broadcast on 
the same frequency. The idea is 3 
that there were a limited number 
of frequencies, so we needed the 
government to divide it up in a 
fair way. 

But that’s all they were sup- 
posed to do. Radio was supposed 
to remain as free as newspapers— 
free to say and do whatever they 
wanted to say or do. All the FCC 
would do is decide who gets which 
frequency. 

Okay, that’s over. 

We now have satellite dishes 
that can pull in 800 channels. We 
have so many satellites up there 
that we can dial up I Dream of Jeannie in seventeen 
foreign languages. Broadcasting is not a scarce me- 
dium anymore. It’s an abundant one. We even have 
digital technology that allows us to broadcast an 
unlimited number of radio signals. The only reason 
we dont? is that we’re not using all the frequencies 
that are already assigned. 

So. We’ve got Republicans in control of the Con- 
gress, and the Republicans hate government regula- 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it tothe first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 

Buttons 

The Who’s Tommy, the amazing Journey; Starsight De- 
but!; Spanking the Monkey, Rapid Fire, Baby’s Day Out Think 
Bink, Home Alone 2,’ma Friend of J immy Hoffa, Theatreinthe 
Round (Theatre 3), Woe is Damozel, Children of the Corn: The 
Final Sacrafice, Stephanie button, Betty Page (6), Flying 
Saucers Over Hollywood, Total Recall , Flat Duo Jets, Misery is 
coming!, Action Jackson, Whois Darkman?, We’ve Got Fun For 
Everyone, LMNOP. : 

Videos 

Seeing Is Believing; September 30, 1955 / Wildfire (double 
feature) with Richard Thomas and Dennis Quaid/Stephen 
Bauer; Servants of Twilight with Bruce Greenwood; 72 Hours 
to Victory: Behind the Scenes with Bill Clinton; Sex, Love and 
Cold Hard Cash with JoBeth Williams and Robert Forster; Sex 
and Buttered Popcorn; Sexual Outlaws. 


tion. 

We've got an FCC that is dedicated to getting rid 
of people like Howard Stern and cleaning up the 
language on the airwaves, whichruns directly against 
the Republican idea of free enterprise, allowing the 





business owner to operate without interference. 

We've got an FCC demanding less violence on 
TV, more children’s educational programming, and 
a host of other measures that are actually Commu- 
nistic. They’re forms of “social engineering,” to use 
Lenin’s term, or “agitprop,” to use Trotsky’s. 

It was the FCC that pushed through the first 
direct attack on the First Amendment in U.S. his- 
tory—an actual ban on cigarette advertising on 
television. 

In other words, we’ve got regulators run amuck. 
Regulators in an area that’s supposed to be unregu- 
lated. We’ve got the government actually censoring 
the media here. 

So why don’t the Republicans act? Why do they 
sit on their fannies and prop up this old warhorse 
New Deal socialist agency? 

It was the Republicans, after all, who convinced 
the FCC to drop the restriction on commercials—the 
one that limited the number of TV commercials to 
fifteen minutes per hour. And you know what that 
created, don’t you? 

The infomercial. 

So we have a political party that thinks the 
infomercial is an improvement of the American me- 
dia, but they still insist on regulating everything 
created by writers, directors, actors and newscast- 
ers. They don’t wanna regulate Richard Simmons, 
but they do wanna regulate Tom Brokaw. 

These people are sick. 

Get rid of the FCC. Prove just how Republican 
you really are. 
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It’s academic—if you fail, you’re outta there. Afterall... 


‘EF’ Is for Flunkie 


EK verybody’s always whining about how much the 
education system sucks. 

Okay, here’s what we do. 

Flunk em out. 

I’m not kidding. | 

Maybe the reason the high schools and colleges 





are so slow is that there’s too much dead weight 
hanging around. People who don’t wanna be there. 
People who don’t wanna work when they do get 
there. People who are just killin time till they get a 
job. Frat boys with too much of Daddy’s money to 
spend. 

Flunk em out. 

Instead of doing this, we have policies designed 
to keep em in at all costs. You can make straight F's, 
and there will still be some Goody Two Shoes coun- 
selor coming around, trying to get you to come back 
over and make some more F’s. 

A guy who makes straight F’s doesn’t wanna be 
there. Unless he’s mentally retarded. And if he is 
mentally retarded, he should go to Special Educa- 
tion, where he won’t make straight F’s anymore. 

But sometime in the last twenty years this idea 
developed that everybody should go to college, every- 
body should “stay in school,” everybody should take 


a bunch of courses they don’t wanna take. 

And parents decided that their kids should go to 
college so they can “get a good job.” 

College wasn’t designed to get jobs. 

Vo-tech high schools were designed to get jobs. 

College was designed as a place where you can 
study anything, with 
people smarter than you, 
for the sheer joy of follow- 
ing your own curiosity. 
Taking courses doesn’t re- 
ally prepare you to doany- 
thing. You can take all the 
courses in writing you 
want to, but you still might 
not be able to write. The 
same goes for acting, play- 
ing football, running a 
bank, or just about any- 
thing else you can name. 

When you really have 
to know what you're do- 
ing—when youre really 
studying for ajob—nobody 
uses courses. Everybody 
uses the apprentice sys- 
tem. Doctors have to be 
interns. Student nurses 
have to work in hospitals. 
Law students have to 
spend time as clerks. As- 
piring CPA’s end up put- 
ting in time at the H&R 
Block desk at Sears. 

So the only thing that ruins education is the 
goofballs who are gumming up the classes with their 
lard-ass bubble-head presence. They waste every- 
body’s time and do nothing for themselves. 

Some of em show up for college, and they can’t 
even read or write, and we still encourage em to stay 
in college. 

Send em away. 

The ones that really wanna be there will go 
somewhere, learn to read or write, and come back 
when they can. 

After all, we don’t do this with college sports 
teams. We don’t say to a kid, “Well, you can’t throw 
the football, kick the football, or run with the foot- 
ball. You can’t block or tackle. You’re way too small, 
and you're totally unmotivated. But come on. Be on 
the team anyway. It'll be good for you, and it'll be 
good for the team.” 

Because, you see, we take football seriously. 
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Joe Bob, 

[article enclosed: 
“Armistead Maupin 
is a Man I Dreamt 
Up” documentary 
with commentary by 
lesbian writer Kate 
Bornstein. |I recently 
found this in the San 
Francisco Chronicle 
and I admit I was 
puzzled. It used to be, 
what with all the | 
people in our society changing jobs, venues, and 
everything else you had trouble keeping track of 
who's who. But now it’s even become difficult keep- 
ing track of who’s what. You’ve developed a pretty 
keen sense of calling it like you see it, can you help 
us with this little paradox? 

Today’s new age paradox: “Transsexual lesbian 
writer Kate Bornstein” 

Let’s see if I’ve got this right. Is this a man—who 
liked to sleep with women—that had an operation to 
become a woman so he could be a lesbian and sleep 
with women? 

Or maybe... Is this a woman who’sa lesbian who 
had a sex change to become a man but who hates men 
so she kept her given feminine name of Kate and 
under the threat of litigation makes sure he contin- 
ues to be referred to as a lesbian? 

Or maybe... This is aman who became a woman 
and now writes on the Greek island of Lesbos? 

Help, ’'m confused. 

Steve San Filippo 
Belmont, Calif. 


io 
ce 
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Dear Steve: 

What if you fell in love with a woman, but she 
wouldn't have anything to do with you, and then 
later you found out she was a transsexual lesbian? 

Would you feel better or worse? 


Dear Joe Bob Briggs, 

When I read your article about “Dead White 
European Males,” I was ecstatic. Never before had I 
read such a simple, down-to-earth and intelligent 
approach to the college experience! Iam a sophomore 
at North Carolina State University majoring in 
English and History. A result of these two majors has 
been massive exposure to DWEMs, but contrary to 
some beliefs, ’ve thoroughly enjoyed my education! 
One of the highlights of my education has been living 
in the International Hall. If someone wanted to find 
me they’d have to look in the room of my Russian 
friend ‘cause I’m teaching him college-level English 
grammar. If it was early evening, they had better 
look in the international restaurant (Rami’s) where 
myself and my Venezuelan roommate are trying 
everything from enchiladas to Indian desserts. If it 
was past midnight, ’'d be in my room studying 


= ADVICE, 


to the Hopeless 


ancient history, mod- 
ern poetry or Chinese, 
but rest assured 
Mozart or Beethoven 
would be playing (two 
more DWEMs). I am 
establishing a base 
and opening doors to 
the job market, but I 
am also opening doors 
all over the world. I’ve 
learned a lot while 
being in college, but 
most of it has been outside of the classroom! If that 
is truly the way college should be and I think it is, it 
really doesn’t matter if you read more of Alex Haley 
than Samuel Johnson or vice versa. I posted your 
article outside my door. I hope that students will 
read it and take it to heart when they check their 
mail. 

Sincerely, 

Steven J. Sackings 

Raleigh, N.C. 
Dear Steven: 

I thank you, and a dead white European male 

thanks you. 


Dear Joe Bob: 
The Drive-In Version of “The Twelve Days of 
Christmas” by John Scoleri 
12. Breasts A Bouncing 
11. Heads A Rolling 
10. Babes A Screaming 
. Chainsaws Buzzing 
. Dudes Kung Fu-ing 
. Cops A Chasing 
. Zombies Gnawing 
. Dead Bodies 
. Cars Exploding 
. Cases of Beer 
. Tubs of Popcorn 
. Drive-In Speaker 
You know how the song goes—sing it out loud! 
John Scoleri 
San Jose, Calif. 
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Dear John: 
They'll love it at the elementary-school multi- 
cultural non-denominational holiday pageants. 


Dear Joe Bob— 
Read your column on Sam Kinison and realized 


one thing... I want you to write my obituary! Loved 
it! 

Ann Marie Schmidt 

KLIF Radio 

Dallas 


Dear Ann Marie: 
I’m convinced that, if we all let it hang out there 
like Sam did all our lives, we’d stop fightin so much. 
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DrivE-IN THEATER 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 9 p.m. Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple 
feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


QUADRIPLEGIA, NYMPHOMANIA 
AND HIV-PositTIvE NIGHT 

February 18: Boxing Helena 

Second feature: Marilyn Chambers’ Bedtime Stories 

Third feature: Philadelphia: Denzel Washington is the 
ambulance-chasing faggot-hating lawyer, and Tom Hanks is 
the gay man he decides to represent in a “wrongful termination” 
suit, in the first mainstream AIDS movie—another colossal 
triumph for Roger-Corman-whiz-kid-turned-Academy-Award- 
winning-director Jonathan Demme, who scores his biggest 
success since Silence of the Lambs. B-movie fans will enjoy the 
performance of legendary producer Roger Corman himself, as 
the weaselly “Mr. Laird,” the first witness in the case and the guy 
who tells an off-color anti-female joke in the sauna. Four stars. 


GET Out oF My Damn House 


February 25: Forever: Keith Cooganis a young whiz-kid 
Hollywood director who buys a musty old house that is haunted 
by silent film stars, including a young actress played by Sean 
Young that he falls in love with. This uneven independent effort 
is notable mostly for the over-the-top performance of Sally 
Kirkland as a sexually voracious agent. Three stars. 

Second feature: Hellraiser III: This time the kinky sex 
demons from hell are recruiting depraved disco owners and 
attacking entire dance floors full of leering singles, ripping their 
flesh off with steel hooks and leaving them in wailing little 
clumps of black leather and ankle chains. Doug Bradley, as 
Pinhead, comes back to torment a TV news reporter, Terry 
Farrell, who’s tracking down leads to try to find out what is 
happening to the guys being wheeled into hospital emergency 
rooms, where their bodies explode after being ripped apart with 
grapple hooks that come down out of the sky. The two of them 
end up fighting over the soul of a little disco waif played by 
Paula Marshall. Four stars. 

Third feature: Kalifornia: Brad Pitt sets a new standard 
for creepola serial killers in this unlikely but compelling road 
picture about a couple doing a book on sadistic murderers 
(David Duchovny and Michelle Forbes) whoend up with one 
in the back seat of their convertible. Juliette Lewis is brilliant 
as usual, as Pitt’s innocent airhead girlfriend. Four stars. 


JOHN Woo NIGHT 


March 4: The Killer: The all-time standard in chopsocky, 
by the great Hong Kong director John Woo. A hitman, working 
for a gangster, hires another hitman to kill a South American 
drug dealer, and the only reason the second hitman takes the job 
is to pay for an eye operation for the beautiful nightclub singer 
who got blinded on his /ast hitman job and who he’s now in love 
with, only she doesn’t know he’s a hitman. This movie has 
shootout scenes that make Sam Peckinpah look like a total 
wimp. Starring the legendary Chow Yun Fat as the hitman, 
and Danny Lee as the police inspector who bonds with the 
killer. Four stars. 

Second feature: A Better Tomorrow: Another great John 
Woo action mob picture about two brothers—one a young rising 
cop, the other a convicted gangster who’s trying to go straight 
as a taxi driver so that his little brother’s career won’t be 
affected. Some people consider this the greatest Hong Kong flick 
ever made. Starring Chow Yun Fat, Ti Lung, Leslie Cheung 
and Emily Chu. Four stars. 

Third feature: What’s Love Got To Do With It: Laurence 
Fishburne is amazing as Ike Turner, beating the crap out of 
Tina (Angela Bassett) until the bitch dumps him. Predictable 
flick about Tina’s rise to stardom, with a lot of painful whuppins 
along the way. Three stars. 


DoOoooOoOoOoOoOoOooooOooooooooooooooooooooooooooOooOoOoOoOoOoo0Ooo00o00 





Contest #1 


Bill Cantey of Charleston, South Carolina: “I’ve 
got a semi-remembered movie. | think it’s a Jap job, 
but it had a Chinese look to it. It involves a giant, 
man-like stone formation coming to life to rescue a 
valley of farmers from a small-minded tyrant. Black 
and white, with English subtitles. It had an eerie 
quality that may have been inspired by our Second 
Coming belief. Well, mine anyway. I’ve got no idea 
how old it is. I saw it on television over twenty years 
ago. I missed the first part, being half-smashed at 
the time. And I was completely smashed by the time 
it was over. Even so, it made an impression.” 


Contest #2 


Michelle McCulloch of Petaluma, California: 
“Got a movie on my mind and can’t get it out. [fit just 
had a name, you’d know it. English movie about a 
large frog (actually an undeveloped embryo) born of 
human parents. He lives in a pond in the middle of 
a typical English hedge maze. Sometimes he visits 
the house and leaves slop and water all over. Name 
that movie. . . please!” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


Inthe November 14 issue, J.W. Guard of Parker, 
Colorado, asked about “a movie I saw a few years ago 
on late night ‘Creature Features.’ .. . It’s a fairly sick, 
tongue-in-cheek, aliens-come-to-Earth type story. 
The plot (or lack thereof) goes something like this. 
Two Amazonesque alien women crash on earth. 
They are joined by their tree-like alien henchmen 
and take up residence in a cave. Along come two sad- 
sack Army private types who discover them trying to 
fix their ship to either leave or take over the earth (I 
can’t remember which), and the fun begins. They are 
also joined by a band of Indians who smoke and drink 
and want to pow-wow all the time... .” 

We received four correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Stately Wayne Manor of Drexel Hill, Pennsyl- 
vania: “Invasion of the Star Creatures. I imagine 
you'll get a flood of entries dropping the stars’ names 
and the basic premise, so I'll skip right over that and 
add [that stars] Frankie Ray and Bob Ball were yet 
another duo who flopped in the ‘next Martin and 
Lewis’ sweepstakes. Rather than promote the pic as 
a lightweight comedy, though, American-Interna- 
tional hedged their bet by placing deceptive print ads 
with multiple babes in scant garb and the tag line 
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‘Beautiful... Deadly ... In Their Veins The Blood of 
Monsters!’ (a direct recycle of the ‘In Her Veins The 
Blood Of A Monster’ AIP used in 1957 for Blood of 
Dracula). The title creatures were not the curvy 
girls, but rather something out of a Bugs Bunny wet 
dream: seven-foot walking carrots. To illustrate the 
level of ‘humor,’ the ladies are named Professor Puna 
and Doctor Tanga; and, when not passing them- 
selves off as the new Dean and Jerry, Frank and Bob 
do impressions of—who else?—James Cagney. The 
zaftig space honeys are easy on the eyes, though. 
Those completists who must have everything Bruno 
Ve Sota ever directed (he also does a Hitchcockian 
cameo) can get the tape from Nostalgia Family Video 
(1-800-784-3362) among other sources. ... Bob Hall 
worked in legit theater with Charlton Heston and 
June Havoc and toured with Bert Lahr in the road 
presentation of Burlesque. He appeared on TV in 
Peter Gunn, Playhouse 90 and Route 66. This was his 
second feature; he debuted in Five Guns to Toma- 


hawk. Frankie Ray met Shecky Greene in New 
Orleans, teamed up with him to operate a night club 
and, from there, went into writing, directing and 
producing. The same year he worked in Star Crea- 
tures, he joined Greene as manager, writer and 
director on the ‘new’ TV series Combat. His film 
debut was in New Orleans Uncensored. The top half 
of the double feature? The Brain That Wouldn't Die!” 

Additional information came from our three run- 
ners-up... 

Brian Yelverton of Salem, Massachusetts: “In- 
vasion of the Star Creatures was written by Jonathan 
Haze, who starred in Little Shop of Horrors for Roger 
Corman. Ball and Ray play two goofy soldiers who 
meet up with two beautiful Amazon alien women 
and their star creatures who resemble men in tights 
wearing potato sacks over the top part of their 
bodies. It’s pretty bad. The soldiers overcome the 
women by kissing them, and the film is endlessly 
padded with scenes of the soldiers wandering around 


Video Decadence 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ayo Sie ee cor roe 5 us 


send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Reportand get the kinky three-star skin flick 
masquerading as a trendy Japanese art film, Tokyo Deca- 
dence, for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


L_| Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Tokyo 
Decadence video—$80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 

(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 


Address 

City 2 ape” | > eee 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC __ Visa ____ Exp. Date 


Signature 


OOKS Ordering information for any of 
INDERS Joe Bob’s five books, 1990-95 bind- 
ACK ISSUES _ ers. orlist of back issues available. 





‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ Mug 


Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15-ounce 
ceramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ on the front 
in bright peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay used to be 
something guzzled by French weenies in shabby berets who 
hated American cheeseburgers. Now it’s something you or- 
der with a cheeseburger to make your date think you’re not 
aweenie.”—Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus $3 shipping. Original 
‘Cappuccino My Butt’ mug now available in black with bright 
green lettering. 





NCE 


c SER OF dangerous lantasy! 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fox : 214-985-7448) 
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the aliens’ cave hideout.” 

Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio: 
“Invasion of the Star Creatures 
was a Golden Turkey Award nomi- 
nee for the worst vegetable movie 
of all time, and features the line, 
‘Wow! That’s the first time a salad’s 
ever tossed me!’ after Ball gets 
flipped by one of the creatures.” 

Richard Wright of Albuquer- 
que, New Mexico: “Invasion of the 
Star Creatures is also known as 
The Star Creatures (1962). The 
film was directed by Bruno Ve 
Sota. Two of his ‘classics’ are avail- 
able on video—The Female Jungle 
(1956) and The Brain Eaters 
(1958). The Brain Eaters is more 
memorable primarily for the actor 
who played the Protector—none 
other than Mr. Spock himself, 
Leonard Nimoy! The Female 
Jungle featured Jayne Mansfield 
in an early film role playing a 
nymphomaniac. Ve Sota also pro- 
duced Dementia, a/k/a Daughter 
of Horror (1953), which had Ed 
(Tonight Show, Star Search) 
McMahon asthe narrator. Dolores 
Reed as Professor Puna and Gloria 
Victor as Dr. Tanga are the two 
sexy, well-endowed female aliens. 
Ball and Ray manage to seduce 
them by giving them their first 
kisses. Other players included 
Mark Ferris as Colonel Rank, Jim 
Almanzer, Slick Slavin, Anton von 
Stralen, Allen Dailey, Joseph 
Martin, Mike Del Paino, Sid Kane, 
Anton Arnold, Mark Thompson 
and Lenore Bond. The director Ve 
Sota did double duty by also play- 
ing a thug in the film.” 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 


tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dailas, TX 
16221. 





Friends 
& 
Freebies 


Give us five names and addresses 
of friends or foes you think are weird 
enough to appreciate a sample copy of 


Joe Bob’s 


OE Whats 


Video Sales 


Troma Video Universe. Uncut, classic 
Troma movies including Class of Nuke Em 
High, Blood Hook, Girls School Screamers 
and Zombie Island Massacre have been 
restored to their original Director’s Cut 
versions and are now available directly from 
Troma. Only $9.95 each (add $3.50 S&H). 
For the official Tromabilia catalog send $3 
to: Tromabilia, Radio City Station, P.O. Box 
486, New York, NY 10101-0486 or call 1- 
800-83-TROMA to order your videos today! 


The Joe Bob Report, and we'll send 
you a free video from our stockpile of: 
about a thousand titles. Unfortu- 
nately, you don’t get to choose the 
title—unless one of your five names 
subscribes to the newsletter. Then 
you get another video, and you get to 
choose it from the list. 





Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


Miscellaneous 


Joe Bob needs a Dallas intern. 
Candidate will gain exposure to publishing 
industry, television production, movie dis- 
tributors, etc. No pay, but will reimburse for 
expenses. If interested, write: Mary Koon, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


4 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 

sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 
| | 
Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge 
| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
? able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 

Video Trades | 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
= _ 


Will buy video of Neurotic Cabaret and 
Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


Bedazzled and Dr. Lao. Thomas Hancock, 


85 Trinity #513, Austin TX 78701. $10 for 15 words 


60 cents each additional word 


Wanted: Christmas Carol with George Scott Run ad a second time at half price! 


for $. E. Eliot, 7505 W. Yale #2085, Denver, 
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